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Is it a type, since Nature's Lyre
Vibrates to every note in man,
Of that insatiable desire.
Meant to be so since life began ?

I, in strange lands at gray of dawn,
"   Wakeful, have heard that fruitless plaint
Through Memory's chambers deep withdrawn
Eenew its iterations faint.

So nigh! yet from remotest years
It summons back its magic, rife
With longings unappeased, and tears
Drawn from the very source of life.
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How was I worthy so divine a loss,

Deepening my midnights, kindling all my morns ?
Why waste such precious wood to make my cross,

Such far-sought roses for my crown of thorns ?

And when she came, how earned I such a gift ?

Why spend on me, a poor earth-delving mole,
The fireside sweetnesses, the heavenward lift,

The hourly mercy, of a woman's soul ?

Ah, did we know to give her all her right,

What wonders even in our poor clay were done 1

It is not Woman leaves us to our night,

But our brute earth that grovels from her sun.